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undeceive yourself, you will leave the world no better than you found it The pig that is being slaughtered as I write this line will leave the world better than it found it, but you will leave only a putrid carcase fit for nothing but the grave. Look back upon your life, examine it, probe it, weigh it? philosophise on It, and then say, if you dare, that it has not been a very futile and foolish affair. Soldier, robber, priest, Atheist, courtesan, virgin, I care not what you are, if you have not brought children into the world to suffer your life has been as vain and as harmless as mine has been. I hold out my hand to you, we are brothers; but in my heart of hearts I think myself a cut above you, because I do not believe in leaving the world better than 1 found it; and you, exquisitely hypocritical reader, think that you are a cut above me because you say you would leave the world better you found it* The one eternal and immutable delight of life m to think, for one reason or another, that w© are batter than our neighbours. This is why I wrote this book, and this is why it is affording you go much pleasure, 0 exquisitely hypocritical reader, iny friend, my brother, because it helps you to the belief that you ar© not so bad after all. Now to resume.
The knell of my thirtieth year has sounded, in or four years my youtft will be as a faint haze OE the sea, an illusive recollection; so now while standing on tie last verge of the hill, I will look back on the valley 1 lingered in. Do I regret t I neither repent nor do I regret; and a fool a»d a                    ment of all that is unselfish, for he knows that after
